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, In Autumn time, matured are Natures charms, 

' Bach shrub and tree, bright npeitting tints dis- | 
| close, 
Which multiply and mingle catiotall dyes, . 

That vie in beauty with Jun2’s fairest rose; 
Nor groves alone, the forests high arcade 


Flames in the light, in Autumn’s faultless | gag 
arrayed, — a 


ae. 


Ripe for the season’s close. 


fie fresh’ning w mds sweep through thes | 
trees, Le oS 40 

Now warmed by reageed ‘gon ¥ with hazy glow, 

| The mists of the still night are scattered wide, 

| That cover like a pall the world below; 

While echo busy with the babbling brook, 

2 soundg prolongs through vales the hills 
oer look, 


Where dashing cascades flow. 


Whence comes this grandeur? Who the palette 
] stains 

With scarlet for the oak,-the sauce gold, 
Whence the lovelier shades the maple wears, 
Russet and amber hues, that later hold 

A place in the rich tableau ever new, 

That each succeeding year brings forthin gran 

review, 
Profuse, of worth untold. 


Does not the same untiring Hand unfold 
The humblest leaf? And streak the tiny flower, | 
And paint the lowly grass with living green 
That gave the cloud its rainbow tints? This | 
power 
| Thro’ universal laws, through nature taught, | 
Pervades all life; whose will in meekness sought 
Gives credence to the hour. 
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